And his eyes darkened, and he failed of breath.

But on his lady turned he still his eye,

And his last word was, "Mercy, Emily!"

His spirit changed its house and xvent away.

As I was never there, I cannot say

Where; so I stop, not being a soothsayer;

Of souls here naught shall I enregister;

Nor do I wish their notions, now, to tell

Who write of them, though  they say where they

dwell.

Arcita's cold; Mars guides his soul on high;
Now will I speak forthwith of Emily.

Shrieked Emily and howled now Palamon,
Till Theseus his sister took, anon,
And bore her, swooning, from the corpse away.
How shall it help, to dwell the livelong day
In telling how she wept both night and morrow?
For in like cases women have such sorrow,
When their good husband from their side must go,
And, for the greater part, they take on sG,
Or else they fall into such malady
That, at the last, and certainly, they die.
Infinite were the sorrows and the tears
Of all old folk and folk of tender years
Throughout the town> at death of this Theban;
For him there wept the child and wept the man;
So great a weeping was not, 'tis certain*
When Hector was brought back, but newly slain,
To Troy. Alas, the sorrow that was there!
Tearing of cheeks and rending out of hair.
"Oh why will you be dead/' these women cry,
"Who had of gold enough, and Emily?"
No man might comfort then Duke Theseus,
Excepting his old father, ^Egeus,
Who knew this world's mutations, and men's own*
Since he had seen them changing up and down,
Joy after woe, and woe from happiness:
He showed them, by example, the process.